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dancing with you." And then, quickly she corrected
herself. "It's not that you are a good dancer, but you
don't pull me round. It's restful for a change."
" I think you are the one who jumps about," I
retorted, remembering her side steps and the way she
flung herself out and bit her lower lip and clapped her
hands.
" Maybe, but that's because I like dancing with
you." But what she said didn't make sense anyway.
" What's your name ? " I suddenly thought of
asking.
" Dee "
" D ? "
" Uh-huh "
" Just D ? "
" They call me Dee. It's short for Judy ", she
replied as she tucked her nose into the lapel of my
coat and grazed it against the laundered silk finish.
" You can call me Judy. No one else does."
" Alright------Judy ."
I liked dancing the tango the way I danced the
tango. I hated jostling about as did those young
fellows, who had just joined the Army, and who
danced with hulking, great dames on Friday nights at
the Taj. Equally did I detest the way little Anglo-
Indian boys swung their partners round on Saturday
nights, and affected languid poses to keep time to
the long drawn strains. I had never been to a school
for lessons in dancing. I just liked moving to that
music. Now and again, I felt hot breath on my